110                ONE MAN'S IXDIA
could see well enough in the Port what had
come to the place and its people from the
blessing of the long peace.
My host, revealed by a flaring torch held
by a servant, awaited me a few steps in
front of the house made gloomy by heavy
curtains. I knew well enough that since
the time of his great grandfather no
marriage had brought European blood
into the family, and that it would be idle
to expect in my host's appearance any
reminder of his grandfather, the old soldier
of fortune; but when he had taken me
within, into a small room full of guns and
derelict books, with its good corner of
comfort by a strong fire, I was taken
aback at the look of him. To my know-
ledge he was only in the late forties, and
already he had fallen into the obesity and
indolence which descends early on the
Oriental not absolutely compelled to
exertion, and apparently even earlier on
many persons of mixed blood. He had
had some reputation as a horseman where
that reputation is not easily won, and I